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of the well-being of others.
Let us go far away,
wherever it may be,
leaving behind
the shadows of ruined homes,
the traces of murders,
the spy-eyed shining lamps,
the sins of red-light lanes,
the thirsty lips of dry fields,
forests with clumsy-hair,
hard mountain-passes
like breasts of a barren woman,
like the forts of the universe,
blackened by frozen blood,
like orbits, drawn by fortune.
Today, let us go far away!
We spent many days
lulling the pain with stories,
forgetting the doom in love,
sprinkling smiles through lips,
trampling flowers in the mind,
being slaves of humour,
writing commentary on the wailing.
We spent many days
and removed many cobwebs.
In the evenings, in parks
we threw a bait to time,
eating peanuts, listening to radio news,
dreaming harmless daydreams
in the intoxication
of a penny's cigarette,
saying: "Urvasi1 sat
on the corner of this bench."
Bell-sounds of emotions
in the spell of useless words!
Gamble on a chessboard: